'Chapter VI

WE  RIDE   IN   GHRAZZU

ALLAH, eternal dramatist, whose plots are kismet^ iron-
ically set the stage one night with tranquil beauty for
what turned out to be my wildest adventure among the
Beni Sakhr.

Our eastern tent-wall was lifted, toward hills flooded
with light by the red-gold moon of Araby. I lay on a
pile of rugs, awake, but half dreaming. How silent and
peaceful the desert was, and how weirdly beautiful was
Mitkhal's flock of white camels, asleep before the menzil.
The bubbling of the sheik's pipe at my elbow was the only
sound, except for the occasional click of flint on steel
when a cigarette was lighted by one of those who sat late
in the coffee-circle, like a row of squat, triangular statues,
cloaked, mysterious.

Suddenly there was a shout in the distance, a long-
drawn "Oo-oo-oo!" and a camel rider appeared, first sil-
houetted against the sky on a hilltop, then down the slope
toward us, riding at breakneck speed.

A lantern was hastily lighted and hung on a pole. Two
men hurried out to take charge of his mount, as he rushed
into the tent.

There was no "Salaam aleikum" now. He dropped
quickly to one knee, kissed Mitkhal's hand, stalked into
the open semicircle, and squatted down, facing the sheik,

without removing either his cartridge-belt or the rifle
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